A SHIP ! A SHIP !                  agi
from  the  Discovery II: "Six  men  missing  from  camp.
Apprehensive but still hope to find them."    Aboard her
there were pleasant cheerful people whom we knew well,
young men being tough in the Antarctic for the fun of it.
When you stepped aboard her untidy decks you felt that for
you also the Antarctic was perhaps just an adventure and that
all your earliest dreams also had been filled with these
fields of ice and these snow-covered mountains.    However, as
I stood on that beach feeling not at all tough and not finding
the Antarctic any fun at all, I wondered how one could so
deceive oneself.   The crew of the Penola were mostly amateur
sailors and had sailed their little   ship across   the grey
Southern   Ocean  because they   had   always   wanted  to
"do  something."    And  it was  certainly   something   to
take that little schooner through  the seas they took  her
through. .   It  was  the bright chance of being  able  to
do something, also, which brought them eastward off their
course when they heard of the apprehension in a fog some-
where near King George Island.   To our eyes she seemed,
that  dainty   ship,   an   unbelievable  and  lovely  mirage.
Slowly she enlarged towards us.   Clouds charged with snow
brushed the sea and momentarily hid her from us, passed on
and showed her to us again.   We climbed the SIKJW slope
behind the beach and capered about to attract her attention
The Zulu in his war dance could not have bettered oar
frenzy just then.     We joined hands and trooped up aad
down like a chain of Morris dancers.   We carried the
brazier and the lumps of blubber in the tin baler up the
slope.   .We burned tie opened penguin carcasses which we
had left lying about the beach,   They were covered with
snow many inches thick, but we dug them out   They tent
up a slanting plume of smoke which fled from us and dis-
appeared like a ghost upon the mountain side*   ** Gome
on!"   we  shouted.   " Gome  on!   She's getting  ocanar
Come onl "
But the eager eyes aboard the Pfcwfa, scanning the shot*